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good fortune, lly son is not to live by his learning.

I   don't  think   a  boy   wants much learning to

spend fifteen hundred a year.
HABDCASTLE : Learning, quotha ! a mere composition

of tricks and mischief.
MBS. HABDCASTLE : Humour, my dear; nothing but

humour. Come, Mr. Hardcastle, you must allow the

boy a little humour.
HABDCASTLE : I'd sooner allow him a horse-pond. If

burning the footman's shoes, frightening the maids,

and worrying the kittens be humour, he has it. It

was but yesterday he fastened my wig to the back

of my chair, and when I went to make a bow, I

popped my bald head in Mrs. Frizzle's face.
MBS. HABDCASTLE : Am I to blame ? The poor boy was

always too sickly to do any good. A school would be

his death. When he comes to be a little stronger,

who knows what a year or two's Latin may do for

him?
HABDCASTLE : Latin for him ! A cat and fiddle. No,

no ; the alehouse and the stable are the only schools

he:ll ever go to.
MBS. HABDCASTLE : Well, we must not snub the poor

boy now, for I believe we shan't have him long

among us. Anybody that looks in his face may see

he's consumptive.
HABDCASTLE : Ay, if growing too fat be one of the

symptoms.

MBS. HABDCASTLE : He coughs sometimes.
HABDCASTLE : Yes, when his liquor goes the wrong

way.

MBS. HABDCASTLE : I'm actually afraid of his lungs.
HABDCASTLE : And truly so am I; for he sometimes
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